THE SECOND AFTERNOON

him. Only, I am now so afraid that Zozo will find
me here."

" You know that Arthur is married ? "

" Yes, I know that"

" You know that his wife is with him here ? " Waterlow
went on.

" Yes, I know that."

" And because you love him you are willing to leave
him and go to England ? "

" Because I love him, yes, and because I love England
so much too, and because I am so afraid because Zozo
will find me and take me again."

Was she acting ? Was she lying ? This evident terror
of that juggler with the ridiculous name was in her favour.
After all it had been he who had brought this bogey to life
for her. Could she be inventing all this fear ? It seemed
incredible. And yet . . .

" Yet in spite of loving Arthur so much, only last night
you were flirting at the Tip Top with a German officer ? "

" Ach, no! He was offering to me champagne, and I
must take it or the manager will send me away. But
when he was wanting to come with me here I said, ' no,
you cannot come.' It is because I must always be drinking
champagne that Arthur wants me to go away from here,
because it makes him so jealous to see me with other
men."

" But if Arthur were to offer you a pretty little apart-
ment, and give you enough money, you would be glad to
stay here, eh I "

She shook her head pensively.

" No, I think I would not be glad, because his wife is
here."
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